PART ONE 


Dag taH joq ghobe. 
Dag taH. 


Even with the TARDIS’s 
universal translator, 
it’s important to brush 
up on your Galactic 
languages. 


The collision 
avoidance 
compensators 
must've failed. 
Again. | should 
really get them 
seen to. 


Hang on. That 
shouldn't be 
there. 


This isn’t right. It 
doesn’t smell like a 
planet... More like 
papier-maché. 


And the floor’s 
all squishy. 


The Daily Eon! 
they hand « 
this is where all the 
discarded copies end up. It’s a 
. menace to the space lanes. 


Hey buddy, I’m 
still \ooking for 
some help here! 


What? It’s 
coming from the 
sports page 


{\\\\ 


VV VV 


Can it, bud! My life is 
in crisis here and all 
you can do is enthuse 
over breakthroughs in 
publishing technology! 


‘About time! Lis 
buster, you have 
help me. They’ve got 
me trapped 


by the way. 
can | help? 


get me outta 
here, 


you 


'm trapped in the 
News Factory. That’s 
what they call it. It’s 

where the Eon is printed. 

I'm Ray Royce, Hoopball 
Superstar, and head 

sports writer at the Eon. 


Easy, big fella. 
Keep your ears on. 
Who's holding you 

prisoner, and where? 


There are hundreds 
of us. We all signed 
exclusivity contracts, 
but we didn’t read the 
small print. 


.and now we’re held 
prisoner and forced 
fo work as the writing 
staff on the Eon 


We'll so0n see about 
that. | have a few 
issues with the daily 
Eon myself, if you'll 
pardon the pun. 


But how wil you | Soon... | 


know where the 
Eon is printed? 


OK, Ray. Let’s 
see if we can’t 
find out where 
they’ve got you 
banged up.. 


Letters to the 
Editor! They 
always print the 
address there. 
Don’t worry, I’m 
on my way. 


Can you 
refold me 
please, | 

can’t see a 


thing! 


I've travelled with 
a lot of beings in 
my time, but never 
a tabloid headline. 
Now | know why! 


Don’t crease 
my pages! 


It all seems very 
quiet for a printing 
press. | wonder if 

everyone is on their 

tea break? 


Can anyone tell 
me where the 
staff canteen 
is please? 


What's this, then? Oh, 
that is phenomenal 
Crystalline Memory, 
but on a vast scale. 


You could store the 

neural matrices of a 

million sentient life 
forms in that thing. You 
couldystore whole people. 


Whole civilisations even. 


Or a bunch of 
disgruntied 
Journalists. \t’s 
a job | suppose. 


I's slavery. And 


Keep it down, 
Doc. Someone 
will hear. 


That's the 
idea. 


Actually, 
worse than 
not good! 


RoboCopiers! 
Get outta 


Doctor, there, Doc. 
Jump! ‘ 


If they scan you, you'll end 
up trapped in the News 
Cena Bergh Factory with the rest of us! 
journalis' 
detected. v 


Really? 
Brilliant 


| always fancied 
a career in 
journalism. 


What do Oi, Charlie. 
you think Take me to 
you're doing? your Editor! 


Synaptic 
sensors 
perceive over 
900 years of 
stories to tell. 
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Ww 1S THE DOC 
ESTERDAY'S 
OUDNE 


Recruit. 
Recruit. 


